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Flannel 


Their loft apartment was huge. Yet it felt even bigger without the personality that filled it. 


Sitting in the walk in closet, David stared at his lover's rails and drawers of clothes. He could pick out the 
empty hangers and see which garments Dave had taken with him. Without the other, larger than life, man 
around, the building felt empty and desolate. 


David stood and ran his hands over the rack of flannel shirts. There were so many of them, too many for him 
to count. All of them worn and as soft as freshly fallen snow. Their colours were varied - blues, greens, reds, 


blacks - and their checks were as different as their colours. Each and every one reminded him of the man 


who had walked out of his life. 


Six weeks ago was when it had happened. David had watched as Dave had unzipped a suitcase and laid it open 
on the closet's bench. The younger man had carefully folded and piled clothes in; underwear, jeans, tshirts, 

socks, and a handful of those shirts. With a soft smile and tiny kisses, he'd left David to go on tour. So while 
he hadn't dumped David, the pain the bassist felt may as well have been the same. He was heartbroken and 


miserable. Not even the thought of Dave's eventual return made the days any easier. 


David had his own life and his own commitments, meaning that he hadn't been able to drop everything to follow 
his lover around the world. As much as he wanted to and as much as he'd tried to make it work, David had 


finally admitted that he needed to stay back in Minnesota. 


His fingers played with a button on the cuff of a red flannel shirt. It was chipped around the edges and he 
could feel where the threads were beginning to loosen. Pulling the shirt from the hanger, David cradled it in his 
arms and inhaled the scent of fabric softener and Dave. Dave, a man who smelled of coffee, sweat and 


shampoo. Wrapping the shirt around himself, David returned to the narrow black bench and resumed his vigil. 


Despite the warmth of the fabric against his skin, David had to admit that there was nothing like his lover's 
embrace. Nothing compared to Dave's strong arms pulling him close. Nothing compared to nestling against his 
lover's broad chest or stealing soft kisses. No amount of phone calls or Snapchats or FaceTime messages could 


compare to the love he felt from the younger mon. 


David wrapped his arms around himself and buried his nose against the thick fabric. While it felt like Dave and 
smelled like Dave, it would never be Dave. It was just an inanimate object that his lover had chosen, one that 


constantly reminded David that, for the time being, Dave wasn't physically in his life. 


Tears stung his eyes, the loneliness aching through his body. For the forty-third night, he'd sleep alone. 


David barely slept. Instead he lay, wrapped in Dave's shirt, and looked at the photos of them on his phone. They 


were all smiles, their eyes sparkling. There were hugs and kisses. There was everything he didn't have. 


The clock told him that it was 4am. Taking Dave's tour itinerary, David flicked through it until he found his 
lover's current location The younger man was six or seven hours ahead of him and should, by David's 
calculations, be having breakfast. Or at least be thinking about breakfast. Or ordering a second breakfast. With 
a sigh, he picked up his phone and dialled Dave. 


The sound of the dialling tone was strange, as though it was connecting to another plane. Somewhere, across 


the planet, Dave's phone would be playing the Beatles, the band he'd chosen to represent David. 
"Hey!" 


David smiled as Dave's voice filtered through the ether. "Hi. How are you? How's-" He looked back to the spiral 
bound book in his lap. "Germany?" 


"Grey," Dave replied. "I'm looking out of the hotel window and all | can see are grey skies and concrete buildings. 


Although there's a nice steakhouse across the street from us." 


Melting into the bed, David cradled his phone against his head. "| miss you," he said softly. 


| miss you, too. More than you can imagine." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah," Dave replied. "I wish you could have come out here." 

David smiled sadly. "I wish | could have, too. Sorry that | had stuff that | had to do." 


"Hey," his lover's voice was soft and gentle, the one that David had come to love so much. "Don't talk like that. 


You have a life, too, and it's not just stuff you're doing. You've got a band, too. You can't just live for me." 
"Even though you'd like me to?" David teased. 


He heard the younger man chuckle. "Even though I'd like you to, yes. What are you doing awake so early? It 


must be, like, 4am over there?" 


"It is," David sighed. "I couldn't sleep so I'm sitting here wrapped up in one of your shirts and watching time tick 
by." He paused before he sighed and continued, "I miss the travelling, Dave. | miss being on the road." 


"You'll be there soon" 


"Yeah, but it's not going to be the same. Things have changed since we got together. He's not overly approving 
and there's just not going to be the camaraderie of previous tours. | know I've got to suck it up and get on 


with it but at least your guys were supportive of you and your decisions." 


"I know." Dave's voice hissed a little with static. "And | admire your strength in going back to that situation. 


You're very brave to face up to Mustaine and continue with your life. Besides, you're in the studio." 
“Albeit long distance," David replied. "I couldn't go over there and do this face to face. He'd-" 
"Batter you down?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, he would" David paused again. "Anyway, let's change the subject" He grinned. "Tell me how many 
days and hours it is until you get home?" 


The days dragged by in a parade of rain and sunny moments. Desperately trying to distract himself, David 
spent his time in the studio they'd built, laying down tracks for the new album. He kept phone calls with 
Mustaine to a minimum, instead using email and text messages to convey any worries or updates. The last 
thing he needed was another barrage of abuse over his choice of partner. Dave was, and would always be, the 


enemy. The guy who had burst the speed metal bubble and replaced it with flannel and depressing songs. Yet it 


was one of those things that got David through the long and lonely nights. 
Once he'd finished for the day, David would spend his evenings sitting in their closet. Being close to the younger 
man's belongings brought him comfort, especially in a time when his own boss was battering David for who he 


was. The apartment may have been where he lived, but his true home was with Dave. 


Cradling one of Dave's well worn shirts in his arms, David buried his nose against the soft fabric and inhaled. 


Despite the overpowering scent of fabric conditioner, he could still smell traces of the man he loved 


The click of the front door didn't quite register with David. Neither did the call of his name. Instead, he buried 


his face deeper in to the fabric, his hands caressing it as he tried to chase away his heartache. 
"David?" 


Sensing a presence beside him, David looked up. Through tear-glazed eyes, he could see a figure leaning against 


the doorframe. 

"Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

David placed the shirt to one side and stood. He frowned as he wiped his eyes and took in the other man 


"I didn't think you were coming back for another four days. Thought you were going to have some down time 


over in Europe." 


The younger man's face was soft and calm, yet his eyes told David all he needed to know. Dave was as sad and 


as heartbroken as he was. Eight weeks apart had been enough to break both of them. 


"I left the other guys to it," Dave quietly replied. David could hear his lover's voice cracking. "Besides, down 


time's no fun unless you're with." 


That was all David needed He stepped up to his lover and slid his hands beneath Dave's open jacket. He slipped 
it from Dave's shoulders and smiled at the red plaid shirt that the younger man wore beneath it. 


"I've missed this," he murmured. 
"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." David smiled warmly and lifted his eyes to Dave's. "It's why | was sitting in the closet. They're a part of 
you." 


Slowly he slid his hands over Dave's broad chest. The fabric was buttery soft and bobbled with age. He could 


feel the younger man's warmth against his palms and his fingers toyed with the unironed collar. Slipping his 
arms around Dave's neck, David rested his head against his boyfriend's shoulder. His heart leapt as strong 
arms wrapped around his waist and pulled him in close. He was finally home. 


"| love you," he murmured. 


Lips whispered across his ear and Dave's beard scratched at his cheek. "I love you, too." 


